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These fears are for the noble and the wise;
But if 'mongst you there are such foul dead eyes         20
As can damn unarraign'd, call law their pow'rs,
Judging it sin enough that it is ours,
And with the house shift their decreed desires,
Fair still to th' black. Black- still to the White-friars,
He does protest he will sit down and weep                   25

Castles and pyramids------------

----------------------   No, he will on,

Proud to be rais'd by such destruction

So far from quarr'lling with himself and wit,

That he will thank them for the benefit,                      30

Since, finding nothing worthy of their hate,

They reach him that themselves must envy at.

THE EPILOGUE

THE stubborn author of the trifle crime,
That just now cheated you of two hours' time,
Presumptuous it lik'd him, began to grow
Careless whether it pleas'd you or no.

But we who ground th5 excellence of a play               5

On what the women at the doors will say,
Who judge it by the benches, and afford
To take your money ere his oath or word,
His Scholars schooPd, said if he had been wise
He should have wove in one two comedies:                  10

The first for th' gallery, in which the throne,
To their amazement, should descend alone,
The rosin Lightning flash, and monster spire
Squibs and words hotter than his fire.

Th' other for the gentlemen o' th' pit,                      15

Like to themselves all spirit, fancy, wit,
In which plots should be subtle as a flame,
Disguises would make Proteus still the same,
Humours so rarely humour'd and express'd,
That eVn they should think 'em so, not dress'd;         20

Vices acted and applauded too, times
Tickled, and th' actors acted, not their crimes:
So he might equally applause have gain'd
Of th' hard'ned, sooty, and the snowy hand.